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Altounyan did not arrive that night. The next morn-
ing, however, the door burst open and a stocky figure
appeared, carrying two packs, a haversack and three
woolly greatcoats, which he threw on the floor, mut-
tered a bit, disappeared for a moment, lugged in a bed-
roll and then examined me.

" Hullo, laddie. Who are you ? Oh, yes, I've heard
about you. Can I stay here? "

"Which room would you like? "

" That's all right," he said vaguely.

"Can I get you a drink?"

" No thanks."   He was obviously distracted.

"Some tea?"

" No thanks. Ah, there it is," he said triumphantly,
fishing out a pipe from his bulky pocket. " Now let's
sit down somewhere and talk. Where have you been
and what have you been doing? Begin from scratch."

While I told him I noticed the deep intentness with
which he listened. He seemed to concentrate on what
one was saying with every particle of his being. When
I stopped talking he was silent for quite a time.

" You knew George Antonius? "

"Slightly."

" When was the last time you saw him? "

" On Easter Sunday." He was immobile and intent
again, Somehow his receptivity encouraged one to
speak.

" At a lunch party in Cairo."

" I know. Old Generals, ambitious politicians, beau-
tiful scented women and dashing young Guardsmen."

" He arrived very late and refused the first two
courses. Our hostess said, ' But George, you must eat
something on Easter Sunday/ and he answered, ' But
my inside is also risen/ Lateral got a chance to talk